Fall by Graham, Taylor
Masthead Logo The Iowa Review
Volume 27
Issue 3 Winter Article 32
1997
Fall
Taylor Graham
Follow this and additional works at: https://ir.uiowa.edu/iowareview
Part of the Creative Writing Commons
This Contents is brought to you for free and open access by Iowa Research Online. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Iowa Review by an
authorized administrator of Iowa Research Online. For more information, please contact lib-ir@uiowa.edu.
Recommended Citation
Graham, Taylor. "Fall." The Iowa Review 27.3 (1997): 187-187. Web.
Available at: https://doi.org/10.17077/0021-065X.4860
Taylor Graham 
Fall 
In late September light the roses 
deepen their bloom. The year 
won't return this warm 
again. 
Across the neighbor's fence, 
on tiptoes and a ladder, 
he stretches for the purple 
teardrops, plump in their velvet 
skins. She loves the taste 
of figs. He doesn't. But 
already stained with sticky milk, 
he slips another handful 
in his sack. The ladder 
trembles, steadies on a bough. 
A smell of dropped fruit rotting 
rises to him off the ground. 
A new extension, for the highest 
sweetest figs. Too sweet. 
The kind she loves. And yet 
he wonders, is it the taste 
of figs she loves, or just 
to see him reach, for her. 
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